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A rumor about strangers approaching the Mercury 
Lighthouse reaches the Lemurian Queen. Fearing that 
Poseidon, Lemuria's trusted protector, will turn on the 
nation, should anything happen to the Lighthouse, she plans 
for an envoy. However, to circumvent the strict and 
bureaucratic laws of the senate, she exiles the Prince 
instead, so that he can investigate. But perhaps the task was 
too much for a single man, although a prince, to handle 
alone. 


1. In Which Hydros Yells at Conservato (again) 
Author's Note: 


Just to clarify: Hydros and Conservato are indeed grown 
men at this point - Lemurian ages and all that. 


House of the Senate in Aurora, the capital of Lemuria; 
approx. 1 year before the retrieval of the Mars Star 


News of mercenaries entering Ymir, the village of the 
mercury clan, tasked with protecting the mercury 
lighthouse, has reached Lemuria. Her Majesty, Queen 
Aqualis; His Royal Highness, Prince Hydros, and some 
senators closest to the queen have gathered to discuss a 
course of action. A loud banging sound could be heard from 
outside their meeting room. 


“Conservato, you can’t be serious!” Prince Hydros yelled. 


“I’m just saying that perhaps we should consider it. | have 
talked with some of the other senators about it, and, though 
not a lot outright agree, most do see some kind of logic in 
the idea which calls for further investigation; that’s all I’m 
saying” 


“And how long do you propose such an investigation could 
take?! They’re already at the Mercury Lighthouse! Ankohl 
might have sent someone to deal with it, but their automata 
aren't nearly as fast as Lemurian ships!” 


“Sure our ships can travel faster, but you call them 
mercenaries yet have no way of telling, what their intentions 
even are. Strangers were sighted near Ymir, and you 
immediately draw the conclusions that A: they are 


mercenaries and B: they want to disrupt the lighthouse’s 
beacon - but why? Why would strangers, let alone 
mercenaries do that? Prince Hydros, | highly suggest that 
you calm down, sit down and try to think about the situation 
at hand, for once, you-“ 


“That’s enough, Conservato.” said another of the senators, “l 
think you, as well, need to calm down and not let your 
predetermined judgment of His Royal Highness get the 
better of you.” 


Conservato and Hydros had been disagreeing upon matters 
for about as long as they both had known each other. It 
wasn’t because they were not respecting each other; on the 
contrary, both of them actually held the other in very high 
respects, but because of fundamental differences, they were 
bound to clash and disagree. 


The issue they were discussing was what would really 
happen, should the Mercury Lighthouse’s beacon be 
disrupted. Queen Aqualis (and therefore the Prince as well) 
were in opposition to any tampering with the lighthouses. 
The structures and their alchemical beacons should be 
protected and nurtured, allowing alchemy to flourish and 
prosper. Conservato and some of the other senators had 
tried to change the viewpoint and were eager to see, how 
events would unfold, before drawing any outright conclusion 
and therefore, actions. Conservato especially was also wary 
of the fact that alchemy was indeed prospering - but 
perhaps a little too fast. Emissaries to Tundaria, Ankohl, and 
Kabatti had returned not long ago, and could all tell mostly 
the same tale: alchemical automata were being built faster 
and better than ever seen before, and many of them seemed 
to have warfare capabilities. Of course, the emissaries were 
also informed of the many other uses for these automata, 
but the fact was, that many of the larger nations were 


rearming themselves. To Conservato, the global situation 
reeked of war. And with the magnitude of automata between 
all of the nations, Weyard itself was probably in danger to 
some degree. 


Rumors of Tundarian ‘Burst-Fliers’ had also reached 
Conservato’s ears; not through his emissaries but through 
his “intelligence operatives”, as he called them. These 
automata could fly faster than any other airborne automata, 
and their sole purpose was to fly fast and exp/ode once their 
target was reached. Tundarians had somehow managed to 
either infuse an already built automaton with the burst- 
psynergy, or they had happened upon a large vein of burst- 
minerals. Either way, if this invention was truly something 
the Tundarians had built, then that had to have much higher 
priority than any possible interference with the Mercury 
Lighthouse. That thing was so heavily guarded anyways, and 
it practically needed a guide to be traversable through its 
labyrinthian inner structures. And it needed a Mercury 
Adept. How the hell were these ‘mercenaries’ gonna find a 
Mercury adept willing to help them. Lemurians were a no-go, 
the Ymir clan was a definite no-go, and even if they had 
visited Altin beforehand, they probably wouldn’t have been 
let inside the city anyway. So unless they had somehow 
traveled around Weyard, looking for a small enclave of 
nondescript Mercury adepts, entrance to the lighthouse was 
practically impossible. 


“We understand, Lord Vitus, however, should these strangers 
tamper with the mercury beacon, Lemuria will be the first 
affected. We cannot allow that to even be a remote 
possibility. You must understand.” 


“And | do, Your Majesty, but the fact is that it /s impossible. 
We know of the three major places for Mercury adepts, and 
none of these would gain anything from helping the 


strangers enter. We also have several agents sailing around 
the seas, gathering intel on different adept enclaves. None 
of them have returned yet, meaning none have been found 
as of yet. So, as | said, it is not virtually, but practically an 
impossibility, Your Majesty.” 


“This is all under the assumption that all individuals regard 
the same opinion as their nation, is that correct?” 


“Oh, well, yes, of course, Your Majesty, we asSsume-“ 


“Have Senator Conservator and Prince Hydros not just 
moments ago displayed that this is something we cannot 
assume?” 


Lord Vitus looked at Conservato, then to Hydros, and back at 
the Queen. 


“You're right, Your Majesty. | apologize; of course, we cannot 
assume that all of the nations’ individuals will follow take 
upon them their leaders’ opinions fully. However, the only 
individuals to be swayed should still be the Ymir clan 
members. The Lemurians all rely on alchemy, and | cannot 
fathom anyone helping them and it’d be a miracle, to say 
the least, should Altin open its gates.” 


“Then send an envoy to Ymir immediately to assess the 
situation and inform the Ymir clan of the situation at hand, 
should they not realize what is at stake here.” 


“Y-Your Majesty, we cannot simply send and envoy 
immediately - it requires preparation, finding the right 
people to travel, making sure a sufficient boat isn’t reserved 
- Our envoy-ships are not that great in number, you know - 
it’s still a trip, so we’d have to arrange for some rations of 
sorts | Suppose and-“ 


“Vitus.” 


“Oh! l'm- | apologize, Your Majesty, my point is just that 
there are certain procedures and protocols we need to 
follow.” 


“Fine, but find the quickest ways to get an envoy out there 
immediately.” 


“Understood, Your Majesty” 
“And Hydros, you are leading the envoy” 


“wouldn’t this technically be an emissary then?” interjected 
Conservato, but none seemed to take notice or regard his 
statement at all. 


“Me? Why?” 


“Well you said yourself that they were mercenaries, so go 
use that military-training of yours for something 
constructive.” 


Hydros, a grown man, slumped in his chair like a small child 
does when it’s being scolded. 


“Fine, Mother.” 


“I know you're a skilled diplomat as well, Hydros, but if you 
are right, then I’d like to know for sure that these people are 
stopped, rather than sending off several men to death or 
injury.” 


As Queen Aqualis was speaking, Hydros got up from his 
chair and walked towards the door. 


“Yeah yeah, whatever. l'Il go, Mother.” 


Hydros left the room and, although only slightly, slammed 
the door on his way out. A moment later he opened the door 
again, a sheepish expression on his face. 


“Oh, uhm... l'II gather the necessary people- don’t worry, 
senators, l'Il be sure to follow protocol.” 


Hydros left again. Conservato got up from his chair as well. 


“PIL see to it that the proper preparations are underway 
immediately, Lord Vitus.” 


“Good; make sure to cut corners where necessary; I’m sure 
we can have an envoy ready to sail sometime during next 
week or the week after that.” 


“Are you sure we'll be able to be ready in that time?” 


“We don’t have much else of a choice, so we'll have to be 
ready. Prince Hydros’ help will definitely soeed things up for 
us.” 


“Understood. l'Il be going.” 


Conservato left the room quietly through a door behind the 
senators. Now only the Queen, Lord Senator Vitus and the 
silent senator, Hestia was left in the conference room. Hestia 
had been tasked with keeping a record of the whole 
meeting. It was customary that the Queen not be the last to 
leave a room, so as she did not leave immediately, it was 
clear to Vitus that the Queen had matters to discuss 
privately; out of the record. Hestia, also aware of this, 
concentrated on her writing. 


“It’ll only be a moment Lord Vitus, then I’m done and l'II be 
going,” said Hestia as she was finishing up the last 
document. She then gathered her things, picked it all up 


hastily in her arms and almost fled out the door behind the 
senators. 


“So, Your Majesty, what is it that you want to discuss?” 
“No need to be so formal, Vitus, | just need to be certain.” 


“Certain of what?” 


The Queen got up from her chair and walked to stand by the 
window. 


“| need to be certain that you understand the situation we’re 
Currently in.” 


“l'm... | thought | was, Your Majesty?” 
“| thought you were as well.” 


The Queen sighed and turned towards Vitus, something 
about her seemed to change; it was like she was relaxing 
more. 


“Don’t you get it Vitus? We have to stop these people before 
they enter the lighthouse! If they enter, they will quell the 
mercury beacon and that alone brings us in a deep disfavor 
with Poseidon. Without him, our strongest sea-based 
defenses are down - maybe even turned against us!” 


The queen slammed a fist into the table. 


“Vitus what in the world are we going to do if Poseidon 
decides to turn against us?! | know that Ankohl is conspiring 
with Tundaria to try and create some sort of weapon to fight 
off Poseidon, but as long as we still control the seas, they'll 
have a hard time doing so without us knowing it. But if 
Poseidon is taken out by those strangers near the 
lighthouse, then it doesn’t even matter! I’m sure Ankohl - at 


least, maybe also Tundaria but I’m not too sure on that - but 
Ankohl are well aware of this situation and | know that 
they’re preparing to strike if they get as much as a hint that 
Poseidon is somehow incapacitated.” 


Vitus was silent as the Queen rambled on. It was clear that 
she simply needed to let out some of her worries. Some 
might have seen this as her being extremely paranoid, and 
maybe she really was, but there was an_ incredible 
responsibility on her. Lemuria wouldn't fall to pieces, should 
an attack happen. They had their own means to fight, 
should it come to that. But Lemuria’s backbone wasn’t 
military, it was diplomacy. Not always peaceful diplomacy, 
but diplomacy nonetheless. Tundaria and Ankohl were 
incredibly anxiety-inducing for the Queen because they 
were better war-farers and they just- they somehow were 
better at war. 


“| can-“ 


Vitus started. He wasn’t sure if he really wanted to propose 
the idea that had just come to him. 


“| can- | could-“ Vitus hesitated, “I know of a loophole.” 
The Queen fell instantly quiet. She listened intently. 


“If the Prince travels alone, no, maybe with one companion- 
no wait. No, | was right the first time. If he travels alone, we 
could label it as a... as an exile.” 


“Exile?” 


“Now h-hear me out, Your Majesty! If the Prince agrees to 
travel alone, we are able to label it as an exile to our people. 
Once everything is in order again, we can pardon the Prince, 
allowing him to reenter Lemuria.” 


“But what will be the reason for his exile, then? We cannot 
simply exile him for nothing.” 


“Perhaps a ‘violent outburst against a senator’?” 
“That’s not enough.” 


“You may not think so, but a great deal of the senators 
wouldn't look favorably to such an action.” 


“What if they demand another punishment.” 


“Before that even happens, you and | will have already 
discussed it and chosen a fair punishment.” 


“I see. | will have to think of this. We will have to speak 
again, preferably with Hydros and Conservato here as well. 
No record-keeper though.” 


“I agree. | will, however, bring a record-keeper. Hestia knows 
the most of this situation, and | trust her. I’m sure she'll be 
able to write the record correctly” 


By ‘correctly’, Vitus, of course, meant that she’d be able to 
forge the record. However for a senator to outright mention 
the very concept of forgery to the Queen? Outrageous. 


“Very well. We'll meet again tomorr-“ 
“4 days from now.” 


“The day after tomorrow, then.” 
“3 days?” 


“The day after tomorrow, Vitus.” 


“As you wish, Your Majesty” 


With that, Queen Aqualis took her leave and Vitus was left 
alone. 


“Trouble is brewing. | feel the creeping sensation of war 
under my skin.” Vitus said to himself. He sat for a moment 
alone, thinking of nothing; just letting himself relax if only 
for a moment. Then he gathered his things and left out of 
the door behind him. 


2. In the Palace at Night 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Prince Hydros visits his mother's chamber in the evening 
to discuss matters regarding his exile. 
They disagree. 


A letter seems to have arrived for the prince as well. 


Queen Aqualis’ Chambers, The Royal Palace in Aurora, 
Lemuria. 


The night of the meeting about Prince Hydros’ exile 


Aqualis sat by her dresser, writing a letter. It detailed a 
request to have a ship prepared for the Prince's exile one of 
the following days. It was written as if this exile was the 
truth. A large cage with several birds in it in a myriad of 
colors stood a little ways from the dresser; a window 
between the two. Finishing the short letter, she folded it and 
went for the birdcage. As she was tying the letter to one of 
the birds, a knock sounded from her door. 


“Just a moment,” she said and, without haste at all, 
continued with her business. A moment later, she closed the 
window, the bird flying towards the docks. 


“Please enter,” she said, sitting down in a comfortable- 
looking chair in another part of the large room. Prince 
Hydros entered the chamber. 


“Ah, it’s you Hydros. | had a feeling you’d be coming. A 
drink?” 


“No, thank you, Mother. | would like to talk with you, 
however,” 


“Of course you would. You’re being exiled after all, and it all 
more or less for show. | do hope you understand the 
importance of this, and why it has to be done like this” 


The Queen poured herself a glass of what looked like 
ordinary water. Hydros sat down in a similar-looking chair, 
opposite of Aqualis. 


“I do, mother, understand the importance. | do, however, 
also raise the question: what if..” and he hesitated. It wasn’t 
the first time his resolution had wavered. Especially not 
about this. Ever since the other nations began their large 
construction schemes of alchemical automata, Hydros had 
been concerned. Aqualis had not. And as such, she had time 
and time again convinced him, that the other nations were 
not to be feared; that Lemuria would stand for all eternity. 
And while he to some degree knew and believed this, a 
nagging feeling of creeping dread couldn't be stopped from 
entering his mind whenever he thought about this. And 
despite her words, he did fear the other nations. 


Many, many years ago, when Conservato and he had been 
on friendlier terms, he had confided in the other, and 
Conservato had, in turn, responded with similar concerns, 
though this didn’t ease Hydros’ mind at all. Instilled with 
frustration and anxiety, he had confronted his mother about 
it in a fit of desperation, but she had managed to calm him 
and reignite his belief that Lemuria was indeed greater and 
that no matter what hardships the others would send, 
Lemuria would defend itself. The signing of the Lemuria- 
Ankohl Treaty of Alchemy, which united Ankohl and Lemuria 
against attacks (though specified in the actual documents 
as only ‘attacks against the lighthouses’, however, it was 


presented to hydros as being a general unity against a// 
kinds of attacks), was the proof Hydros had wanted to let go 
of his worries. Later discussions with Conservato had since 
proven to be more agitated and frustrating, as Hydros now 
more than ever tried to convince Conservato that his worry 
was for naught as well. Conservato didn’t listen. Instead, he 
simply dismissed the Prince and their opinionated rivalry 
was heated once again. 


Now, it wasn’t something Hydros worried about actively in 
his daily life, but the nagging, creeping, dreading feeling 
had slowly, over the years come back to him, and so his 
resolve was simply increased in an attempt to banish the 
bad feelings. 


“What if Conservato - and the other senators as well, 
apparently - what if they’re.. right?” 


Aqualis sighed. She closed her eyes and hung her head. 


“Hydros. Not this again, please. We’ve been over this so 
many times, and I’m tired, frankly.” 


“If Alchemy was sealed away, then those other nations 
relying so much on their machines and their automata; they 
would all fall apart!” 


“But what about Lemuria, Hydros? Doesn’t Lemuria also rely 
on these helpers?” 


“We have other ways; just look at our ships, mother! They 
aren’t machines or automata; their design is much older 
than that!” 

“But they rely on our psynergy. What if the seal takes away 
that as well? How will we travel? How will we trade? 
Poseidon might turn against us, Hydros! And what if our 
wells dry out?! Our people will die, Hydros!” 


“You don’t know that!” 


“But the risk is there! How could | possibly gamble with the 
whole nation of Lemuria on such a- a whim?!” 


“It’s not a whim, mother! Maybe- Maybe you’re being too 
paranoid-“ 


“Yes. And why am I that? Because | have to; that’s why.” 


“And why would Poseidon ever abandon us? He has never 
done it before, and will never do it in the future” 


“My paranoia extends also to our guardian Poseidon, Hydros. 
| do not trust him. | fear that if | grow complacent with his 
protection - for which |, of course, am grateful; do not 
misunderstand me - | fear that he will take advantage of that 
or worse; that others will. Besides, where would we even seal 
the Alchemy away? We know that the ‘Heart of the 
Lighthouses’ is a tangible object hidden deep within the 
bowels of the structures, but we don’t know exactly what it 
is. Only the protectors have the exact knowledge, and it 
should stay that way, Hydros.” 


Hydros remained silent. It was a question he had thought of 
before. It was more or less commonly known that the 
lighthouses themselves were alchemical structures, relying 
on some sorts of alchemical power sources, but what they 
were, no one knew. Hydros had tried finding out a couple of 
times; mostly in his childhood, as he had been fascinated by 
the lighthouses and their ever-glowing beacons. What 
wondrous alchemy the ancient times must have had, to 
create, not only such structures but also the power to keep 
them lit for several hundred years. Maybe thousands. 


“It is true, mother, that | do not know how exactly we would 
create the seal, but if we were to speak with the protectors 


and learn about the hearts then-“ 
“Enough, Hydros.” 
“| understand, Your Majesty.” 


Silence spread between them and filled the room. It wasn’t 
awkward, it was simply a sign of them both being withdrawn 
within themselves to think. Think for just a moment. Hydros 
cleared his throat. 


“Well, that was really all | wanted, mother, to air my 
frustrations with you. | apologize for passing on my worries.” 


“You have not, Hydros, but your apology is accepted. And | 
feel | must remind you: Even though you are to travel to the 
Mercury Lighthouse, you are only there to see to the 
strangers that have come visiting. You are not to go off ona 
solitary investigation into the inner workings of the 
lighthouse, understood?” 


“Understood.” 


“Good. Now,” Aqualis got up from her chair and stood kind of 
oddly in the middle of the room, “While | always enjoy your 
company, and of course, a nice discussion - even though we 
do not always agree - | am feeling tired, Hydros, and | bid 
you leave so | can retire” 


“Of course, mother. Good night.” 
“Good night to as well.” 


Prince Hydros stood up and rather hastily left the room. 
Aqualis stood for a moment in the middle of the room, deep 
in thought. She took her hand to her face and started to 
absentmindedly biting her nails. 


‘Hydros might mess things up. What if he actually tries to 
snuff out the secrets of the Ymir? Ha, “what if” that’s not an 
option; of course he'll do that. And he's being exiled, after 
all, so he can’t have a monitor with him. Why is this exile 
even necessary? Because it can set things in motion faster. 
Okay sure, but can’t she just use a royal authority over the 
senate and simply decree something-or-other to bypass the 
laws and create an envoy? Then they wouldn’t have to have 
this showy display of... what was this even a display of? Why 
was this exile necessary? Who was going to care that 
corners might be cut or some procedures wouldn’t be 
followed quite as they normally do? The senate would. Right, 
but the senators are few and the Queen has a semi-final say 
on things, doesn’t she? So it’s for the people. Right, but an 
exile out of nowhere seems incredibly harsh and in turn 
might also create a bad atmosphere amongst the populace.’ 


During her spiraling thoughts, she had started pacing and 
eventually had stopped by the small coffee-table by the two 
chairs she and Hydros had been sitting in moments ago. She 
slammed her fist onto the table. 


‘Am | being played by the senate? Are they trying to 
manipulate my hand? My actions? Is Vitus-“ She gasped 
ever so faintly. She sat down in the chair by the dresser and 
she cupped her face in her hands. 


“| feel like I’m going insane.” She said softly to herself as 
tears started to well up in her eyes. 


Hydros leaned against the door to his mother’s chamber. He 
steadied himself for a moment before pushing away and 
walking down the corridor. As he was walking he was 
nipping at the tip of his thumb, almost biting his nail. He 
couldn’t defy his mother’s orders about his exile. He couldn’t 


defy this feeling of dread inside him any longer either. It was 
clear that fighting it wasn’t the solution; in fact, it only really 
made it worse. But he couldn’t just outright go against the 
Queen’s wishes. So he had to go into exile; he had to go 
investigate the Mercury Lighthouse and the strangers 
visiting. He had to do that on the surface, but while he was 
there he might as well do some slight investigation on his 
own - who knows how long he would have to be exiled 
anyway. And if the strangers indeed proved to be 
mercenaries, trying to usurp the lighthouse or something, 
then they would probably succeed on his way there and he 
just had to follow them then. Right? Hydros wasn’t sure. He 
wanted to believe in his mother; in Lemuria, and it wasn’t 
because he didn’t believe in them; he didn’t believe in the 
other nations. He also knew that his mother was keeping 
something from him, or at least somehow not telling him the 
whole truth. During an argument with Conservato, he had 
learned that the documentation of the Lemuria-Ankohl 
Treaty only regarded the protection of the /ighthouses, not 
the individual nations, and as such, it was not a peace-treaty 
of any kind. 


As Hydros entered his room, a small tapping sound could be 
heard from his window. Closing the door behind him, he 
quickly went and opened the window to let the messenger- 
bird inside. The letter it carried read: 


“To HRH, Prince Hydros of Lemuria, 

Senator Hestia has let me know. 

|! do not wish to say much else but this. 

Will miss you dearly, and eagerly await for your return. 

Wish you to travel safely and hastily. 

Hope you will carry many a story for me when you get 
home. 

| love you. 

sF” 


Reading the letter, a tender smile crept across the prince’s 
lips. He folded the letter up and put it inside a book. He took 
out a small paper, used for letter-writing. Still standing over 
his desk, he wrote only this: 


“To F, 

| will come back. 

Please wait for me. 

| love you too. 

-HRH, Prince Hydros of Lemuria” 


He tied the short letter to the same bird and it flew off into 
the night sky. 


3. Ill Premonitions 


Summary for the Chapter: 


Hydros arrives at the town of Ymir, but before he can 
rest from the long walk from his ship to the town, he's 
dragged off to a meeting with the strangers that arrived 
a few days ago. 


The town of Ymir 


Hydros had been sailing for a few days. Alone. Though that 
may sound like a long time, it was a simple feat for the 
Lemurian ships. It was late in the afternoon, evening 
approaching when Hydros reached Ymir. Ymir had no official 
ports, so he had to lay anchor at a nearby shore and walk 
the rest of the way. It wasn’t too far away, but still, he 
wondered why the protectors of the Mercury Lighthouse had 
no ports. Or at least why they had no plans to get any built. 
He knew of a great many Lemurians that would pay well to 
stay overnight in town as part of a pilgrimage to the 
lighthouse. But not without a port or docks or anything to 
anchor a ship. The walk was doable, yes, but it wasn’t 
preferred. Hydros had anchored his ship during the morning 
hours, so it had taken him nearly half a day. Even Hydros 
didn’t prefer this, but he had no choice. There were things to 
investigate in this town after all. 


“Excuse me, can you direct me to the nearest inn?” 


Hydros had walked up to one of the guards stationed near 
the entrance to the city he had arrived at. 


“|I apologize sir, but | need to know your business in Ymir,” 
the guard said. 


“Well I’m Prince Hydros of Lemuria, I’ve recently been exiled 
and so | simply came to have a look at the Mercury 
Lighthouse as a sort of, like, you know to get a sense of 
where I’m about to next, you know?” 


“I see...” the guard hesitated. He looked to the side; to the 
other guard. She came over as well. 


“What seems to be the problem?” She said, regarding 
Hydros only with a quick, nondescript look. 


“He says he’s the prince of Lemuria, but that he’s been 
exiled.” 


“| r 


see...” she turned towards Hydros, “Do you have 
something that can verify your identity? | do see that you 
carry Lemurian clothes, but that alone is not enough I’m 
afraid.” 


Hydros sighed. He feared that security would be increased 
due to the strangers’ arrival. And that was probably a good 
thing. He procured a piece of paper from inside his clothes. 


“Here you have a document from Her Majesty, Queen 
Aqualis herself describing the situation,” He handed the 
document to the two guards, “In it, you should find 
everything you need including the royal seal of Lemuria and 
the Senate's seal.” 


“I apologize, your Royal Highness,” the female guard said 
and softly bent her head in recognition of his status, “but as 
| said, security has been increased as of late, and we cannot 
simply let anyone come and go as they please. Not right 
now, at least.” 


“I| understand, don’t worry. This is nothing compared to 
dealings with the senate at home, mind you.” 


Hydros chuckled a bit to himself and the guard smiled at 
him. 


“Now, if you could direct me to the inn?” 
“Ah! Yes, of course, your Highness, l'Il escort you there” 


“There’s no need for that - and by the by, the letter said | 
was exiled, so | technically am not officially prince right now. 
You can simply call me Hydros.” 


“Understood.” She said, followed by a more softly spoken 
“Hydros,” to which the male guard rolled his eyes. Hydros 
got the directions from the two and headed towards the Inn. 


Ymir was a fairly large town, with a prominent temple-like 
building some ways off. Though the security was 
heightened, it was clear that there were still a fair amount of 
outsiders walking around in the city. Residents of Ymir were 
easy to recognize by the blueish haircolor - much like 
Hydros’ own, though there were some differences between 
Lemurian and Ymir hair. Not just colors, but also styles and 
such - and of course the wool clothes in all manners of colors 
and decorated with distinctive patterns. Speaking of clothes, 
he’d have to buy something here, because his Lemurian 
attire was not well suited for this kind of cold and he had 
forgotten about that if he was being totally honest with 
himself. So now he had a plan: first thing, he’d buy some 
warmer clothes. Second, he’d ask the higher-ups in town as 
to the business of the strangers and whether or not they had 
already been escorted to the lighthouse. 


Hydros entered the Inn. He walked up to the innkeeper. She 
was a native of Ymir, though it looked like a lot of the 
helpers around her were outsiders. Perhaps they had 
traveled around looking for work? Maybe he would be able 


to hire a few helpers himself. It was a thought he would have 
to take up later. For now, other matters were pressing. 


“Hello, excuse me,” He said. The innkeeper was sorting out 
something on the shelves on the back wall and had her back 
turned to him. 


“Hi, there! What can I get you? And | have to ask, where are 
you from? | don’t feel like I’ve heard that accent before?” 


“Well miss, I’m looking for a place to spend the night - 
actually, probably, a few nights, depending - and something 
to drink.” 


“That can be arranged, certainly,” 


” 


“And I’m from Lemuria, 
around hastily 


Hydros said. The woman turned 


“Lemuria?!” She said almost fearfully. Her gaze then 
suddenly went on to scout the room and she singled for one 
of the helpers to step in for her. 


“But where are you going Madam?” the helper said. 


“Never mind me, just take over here okay?” 
“But we'll have one less on the floor, will that be alright?” 


“It’ll be fine, now stop worrying or you'll start worrying the 
customers as well.” 


The helper looked like he wanted to say something but 
simply took over smoothly with whatever it was she had 
been doing with the shelves right before. The innkeeper 
went around the counter and up to Hydros. She patted him 
on the shoulder. 


“C’mon, get up,” She said. 
“Wha- why? Excuse me, but | was just going to-“ 
“That can wait, don’t worry about it-“ 


“Is that something she says often? Not to ‘worry about it’?” 
Hydros interrupted the innkeeper by speaking to the helper. 
He nodded to Hydros. Hydros turned back to the innkeeper. 


“Well, perhaps she should stop saying it then because it only 
serves to make one worry even more.” 


A slight snicker came from the helper, but the innkeeper 
disregarded him. 


“I wasn’t aware that Lemuria had any comedians.” She said 
and grabbed Hydros’ arm and tugged at him, “Now come on, 
you have places to be and you’re late.” 


“Lady, you’re not making any sense,” he said and pushed 
her arm off, “And I’m not just going to go with some stranger 
who says ominous things like that.” 


“My name’s Miranda, so we're at least acquaintances now. 
Now come on!” 


By now the commotion at the counter had attracted the 
interest of basically everyone sitting in the inn. Hydros 
sighed and slumped. Then he got up and followed Miranda 
out the inn. Fucking great; now he'll have to spend the next 
half of the day fucking walking around. Because he didn’t 
literally just do that. 


As Hydros was more or less dragged by Miranda, he quickly 
noticed that they were going towards the temple-like 
building. While he did just want to wait until tomorrow to 


deal with, well, everything, he was also curious as to the 
sudden turn of things. It was pretty clear that this, in one 
way or another, had something to do with the arrival of the 
strangers. Maybe Ymir wanted help to get rid of them? 
Perhaps the strangers were the ones needing some kind of 
help? That would almost be preposterous though. Why 
would strangers venture so far to seek help? For now, Hydros 
would have to simply let go of these thoughts and see what 
awaited him inside the temple, until he could draw any 
conclusions. Or at least try to do so. 


Miranda and Hydros approached the temple entrance, and 
without any of them engaging with the guards, they simply, 
oddly knowingly, opened the doors for them both, and 
Hydros continued with the part “dragged-by-Miranda”, part 
“following Miranda voluntarily” walk. The temple itself 
comprised mostly of a great hall-like room that looked like it 
had the potential for many uses. Right now, the use was a 
sort of conference. Had it been a castle or palace, Hydros 
would almost have mistaken it for an audience. The elders of 
Ymir were sitting behind a large clothed table, while the 
other party - most likely the strangers - were standing in 
front of the table, their backs facing the entrance. Everyone 
turned as Hydros and Miranda entered. Miranda curtsied. 


“I brought the person in question, Milords, Miladies,” she 
said. The strangers’ expression lighted up. They were two, 
rather tall individuals. A woman and a man, perhaps, though 
their features and clothing made it hard to discern 
accurately. Their style of dress was... foreign. Very foreign. 
Foreign as in, Hydros had never seen anything like that 
anywhere. Neither had he heard of it. It wasn’t particularly 
displeasing; in fact, it was rather stylish, and maybe a bit 
minimalistic, but in a good way. 


“So you speak the truth, strangers,” one of the elders said. 
He was the eldest of the elders. Grand-elder, Hydros thought 
to himself. A chuckle rose in his mind, but he quenched it. 


“However,” continued another, younger elder. He didn’t 
appear to be from Ymir either which was... odd, “That does 
not mean that your other predictions hold.” 


“Oh you seem to have mistaken,” said the presumed male 
stranger, “These are not our predictions, but rather those of 
The Grand All-knowledge” 


“Yes, yes. You have mentioned this... being before.” said the 
grand-elder. 


“It is not as much a being as it is... hmm...” the presumed 
female stranger said. It was clear that the language wasn’t 
native to them and that she was struggling for a better 
description of whatever it was, “I suppose entity might be 
more fitting? Although that’s not entirely correct either...” 


“It will suffice. We understand that this is both a spiritual 
and physical entity in nature. However, no historical texts of 
Ymir have ever mentioned anything akin to what you 
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describe as ‘the Grand All-knowledge’. 


“No? Nothing it all? That is odd indeed. You are protectors of 
the lighthouse, correct? Then do none of the texts pertaining 
to that mention anything about it? It helped building them, 
after all.” 


“Wait, what? You said it helped build the lighthouses?!” the 
youngest elder said. She was Ymir-native and looked to be 
kinda new on the spot. 


“Yes of course! How else would the lighthouses have been 
possible? Do you think we mere humans could have planned 


a structure on such a scale, let alone the alchemical 
functioning of the innards?” 


“Actually,” Hydros interrupted. Gazes were again directed at 
him, as if everyone else had forgotten he was there for a 
moment, “Old Lemurian texts seem to mention something 
akin to the being you describe. However, it was referred 
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simply as ‘the Awareness’ or ‘the Consciousness’. 
“Yes! That’s it!” 


“Vaiðrin, composure if you please,” The male stranger said to 
the other. She reeled herself back in a bit and exaggerated a 
stoic-like posture. 


“That is correct; it is indeed the same being we speak of.” 


“Well | assumed as much,” said Hydros “And | apologize for 
asking but-“ 


“Who are we?” 
Hydros was taken by surprise. 
“Yas,” 


“We come from Valicia, perhaps you have heard of it, 
perhaps not, but you have heard of The Gilded Sun, yes? 
And more importantly, you know of the sacred Mt. Aleph, 
we’re sure. We are the protectors of the mountain and by 
proxy, the Gilded Sun, much like you, Ymirans, are 
protectors of the lighthouse, and you,” The male pointed at 
Hydros, “Lemurian, are the protector of oceans and secrets.” 


“That’s great and all,” Hydros said, “But that doesn’t explain 
my whole deal here, does it? | mean, the obvious question is: 
how did you know | would be here and how did you know 


when l'd be here? | mean, | assume ‘the Grand All- 
knowledge’ told you that I’d be here and when but like- | 
mean | guess | wonder more on why? Why is it that you’re 
here, what is your purpose?” 


“Yes, as-“ The grand-elder looked towards Hydros. 
“Hydros, exiled Prince of Lemuria” 


“As Hydros says, we, the town of Ymir, are also interested in 
your intentions.” 


“Of course you are, and we were about to get to that before 
His Royal Highness showed up. As we mentioned to you 
before, elders of Ymir, we were told that the lighthouses are 
in danger. Or, they will be, soon. The Grand All-knowledge 
proposed that we travel here first, as it was sure that this 
lighthouse would be the first to be attacked. First, the 
Hermes Fountain will dry out, then monsters will flourish in 
the structure’s innards, water will begin to trickle upwards 
instead of down, and finally, the beacon will be 
extinguished, and the heart of the lighthouse will leave its 
premises.” The stranger paused, “And that is why we are 
here. We were sent to prevent it. And we will need your help, 
Hydros, as well as others.” 


“And why should we trust you?” Hydros said 


“We ask you to, but we cannot force you. We understand 
your hesitancy, however.” 


“You could just as well be the ones that would be causing all 
of these things, aS soon as you gain access to the 
lighthouse.” 


“We could, but if so, we would have just revealed our whole 
plan to not only you, but also the central authority of Ymir, 


and we do believe that the Ymirans have the power to stop 
us, should it come to this.” 


“And what if | don’t?” 


“We'd say that’s very rude of you to say so openly in front of 
the elders.” 


“No, l- ugh- | mean, and what if | don’t go with you? What if | 
just stay here or travel somewhere else?” 


“We do not believe you will. The Grand All-knowledge said 
that you would travel with us, however, this is unrelated to 
the happenings of the lighthouse. Whether or not you help 
us with that is perhaps not directly our concern, but when 
the time comes for our departure, you are sure to follow us, 
that we know.” 


‘Alright, then | suppose that was all | was needed for, 
correct?” Hydros turned his attention towards the elders. All 
three of them looked a bit surprised at Hydros (though it was 
a bit hard to tell anything about the grand-elder because he 
was just so o/d. Hydros briefly wondered if the old man had 
fallen asleep). 


“Do you not intend to help with the protection of the 
lighthouse?!” said the outsider-elder, “That goes against the 
Ankohl-Lemurian treaty! That-“ 


“Oh shush you; | didn’t say | wouldn’t help you. | just don’t 
trust these Valicians, that’s all. Nobody has had any contact 
with Valicia, except for maybe Ankohl - Hey, have you guys 
had any visits from Ankohl lately?” 


“No. No, | don’t believe so, but we do know of the great 
Ankohl Empire” 


“Yeah. Great. Anyway, Lemuria has had some trade routes 
with Valicia, but we’re talking 400-500 years ago, at least, 
and we pretty much assumed that Valicia had either been 
attacked and defeated by Ankohl or Altin - no offense - and 
SO pardon me to question the legitimacy and loyalty of 
people I’ve thought to be dead for almost half a millennia 
and people you people have never heard of before, | 
presume.” 


A silence swept across the room. 


“| Suppose | understand your point,” the grand-elder said, 
“And so if that is your stance, then you are correct. Your 
presence is not needed anymore. Thank you for your time.” 


Hydros nodded. Then he bowed first to the elders, then to 
the strangers. 


“By the way, | did not catch your names?” 
“We are Esben, and she is my vaiðrin, Iben” 
“She’s your what?” 


“Oh! Pardon, uhm... | suppose you could think of her as...” 
Esben looked inquisitively at Iben, “My assistant?” 


“I suppose that works?” Iben said, “That or pupil or student” 


“Alright,” Hydros said, “Then Esben, Iben, | apologize for 
mistrusting you, but I also think you do understand my point 
as well. | hope that your quest does not reveal itself to 
conflict with mine. Farewell.” 


Hydros walked out. On his way, he also bowed to Miranda 
and said, “Thank you for bringing me here, but | would really 
like that room | mentioned earlier”. Miranda smiled and 


responded with a slight curtsy, “Of course, Milord. Let’s 
settle the matters on the way and you can just walk right up 
there. You also do look a bit weathered.” She said, and 
together they walked out of the temple and towards the inn 
once again. 


Before sleep, Hydros would have to send a letter to his 
mother, explaining who the strangers were and what they 
had told him. Hopefully, this would calm her down a bit. 
Either that or just fuel her panic even more as it also 
confirmed her suspicion regarding the safety of the 
lighthouse. Hydros was a bit glad that he was far away from 
that. Otherwise, it might have caught onto him as well. 


The only problem was, that he had left his messenger-bird 
on his ship. The Queen’s letter would have to wait then 
because fuck if Hydros was talking that journey back to the 
ship again today. 


4. Banter at the Inn 
Summary for the Chapter: 


Hydros awakes from a nightmare and attempts to talk 
with the helper at the inn. 


Waves. Hydros could hear the waves. He was standing on 
the beach near Ymir, and though he knew the wind must 
have been cold, his skin felt nothing of it. He was barefoot 
and he could feel the sand. The ocean beckoned him and he 
stepped out onto it. He began to walk on the water and he 
was walking with his mother and with Conservato. He turned 
around and saw the inside of the Lemurian palace. His 
mother was at the top of some stairs, and beside him was 
not her, nor Conservato, but the tall strangers from earlier, 
Esben and Iben. He felt them grab his arms and he was 
dragged down, struggling to breathe beneath the water's 
surface. He looked up at the birds flying by and the towering 
Lighthouse in sight. He stood up and found himself in the 
entrance hall of the lighthouse, surrounded by robe-wearing 
people. The robes were ornate with blues and whites and 
sea-foam greens, and small glimmers of silver could also be 
seen in the fabrics. Hydros was scared. He turned around to 
run away, but right in front of him was one of the robe- 
wearing ones, but it wasn't it was actually some kind of 
terrible monster, looking like the robes they were wearing, 
and it swallowed him whole- 


With a startle, Hydros sat up in his bed. The fabrics were 
drenched in sweat and he was breathing hard. He took a 
moment to gather himself. To remind himself where he was. 
Ymir. I'm in the town of Ymir right outside the Mercury 
Lighthouse. As he began to feel calmer, the odd imagery of 
his nightmare seemed to fade away, and within minutes he 


had forgotten the most of it. He did, however, remember 
being inside the lighthouse and being scared. He wondered 
if it was an omen but quickly decided that it wasn't because 
omens didn't exist and he never believed in omens and 
premonitions and he wasn't going to begin believing them 
now. He would trust his reason, his senses and his gut 
feeling which was not an omen or a premonition. A gut 
feeling was a gut feeling and he trusted it. Mostly. 


Hydros' morning routine wasn't anything spectacular; he 
would get dressed, grab the nicest thing he could from 
Miranda, the innkeeper. Except she wasn't present. 


"Hey, hey you. Where's Miranda?" Hydros yelled at the 
helper. It appeared to be the young man he had kind of met 
the day before. 


"Miranda? Uhm.. | think she's just off running errands?" the 
helper said. 


“Errands? Why would she run errands? Aren't those chores 
for the servants to-" 


"Helpers. Servants are for private households, though | 
guess to you they're one and the same, aren't they?" 


Hydros was kind of surprised that he talked back. He had 
seemed timider the day before, but perhaps that was just 
towards his superior. 


"My apologies, good sir, say, can | ask for thine name?" 
Hydros didn't mind that the helper talked back and tried to 
get a bit of banter going, but it seems his attempt was 
misunderstood. The helper looked incredibly offended. 


“Normally | would, Mine Liege, but it appears that thou hast 
other matters to attend to than a /owly servant, no?" 


"I- uh- I'm.." Hydros didn't expect the helper to have been so 
offended by his remark. He was sure that he both made sure 
through his intonation and his face and gestures to 
insinuate that he was being sarcastic. He was so sure- The 
helper started laughing. 


"I'm joking! I'm joking, jeez! Haha! You looked so scared for 
a second!" the helper paused to laugh, "My name's Gyiéryn, 
but most people here have a hard time pronouncing it so 
Erin's fine." 


"O-oh. Well, Erin. It seems you got me quite good. It seems 
I'll have to settle the score at some other time, then." 


"Woah, hey there, what- what're you trying to say?" 


"Th-that I'll have to come up with some sort of prank? Ugh!" 
It seems his cultural knowledge was a bit rusty. Okay, very 
rusty. And it only served to cause him frustration and 
embarrassment. 


"All right, look. Erin. I'm going to the lighthouse, but I'll 
probably need the room | have for a few days. I've left a 
bunch of stuff there and | have some payment for it, based 
on what | paid yesterday," Hydros procured a small satchel 
of money, "This should be enough for the next four days, if 
I'm out before that, just let anyone stay there for free, yeah? 
Like, as if | paid for them or-" 


"| got it, sir. Should | tell Miranda?" 
"About?" 


"Well, about the arrangements, primarily, but also where 
you're headed?" 


"Arrangement, sure, but what? Why would you tell her 
where-" Erin gave Hydros a sly grin and raised his eyebrows 
a bit. 


"Oh fuck off, Erin!" Hydros said angrily, but also while trying 
to stifle a laugh. 


"Sure thing, anything else before you leave?" 


"Oh, yeah actually," Hydros said and turning on his heels, "I 
know you're all kind of secluded and all, y'know, with the 
protection of the lighthouse and all that - though | guess you 
all still let most strangers inside? anyway - | was just 
thinking if you get any wandering adventurers or 
mercenaries coming through? And if so, where they would 
be staying?" 


Erin simply smiled at Hydros, trying his best to keep a laugh 
inside him. Hydros sighed. 


"Here, right? It's here. They would be staying at the inn 
because of course, they would. Shit. | swear, | might look like 
this is the first time I've left the palace, but | assure this is 
not the first. Ugh- just. Do you know anyone in particular 
then, that | could ask for help?" 


"I mean I'll go with you." 
“But- But you have to stay here right?" 
"Yes, he does." 


"M-Miranda! | was just joking! l- | wouldn't go with him? Pfff! 
Of course not! No, I'll stay... right here. Cleaning tables...?" 


"Cleaning tables," Miranda said. She had just stepped inside, 
carrying a couple of baskets full of roots, eggs, and some 


other curious vegetable-looking things. She turned towards 
Hydros. 


"Sorry, Your Highness-" 
"D-don't cal- You don't need to call.." 


“But Erin won't be able to go with you. He has a lot of work 
he needs to do here before really going anywhere, and 
besides, I'm not sure he has any knowledge of fighting, 
should it come to that." 


"I do! Or, well, | snuck out and trained with my father's mace 
sometimes.." 


"That's nice dear," Miranda said, and kind of pushed Erin 
away, signaling him to go work, "Truthfully, Your Highness, 
Erin probably won't be much help as he's not an adept." 


"Really? By his name | would assume he's from Altin, but- 
Ohh. Right. | see." 


Altin was one of the most isolated countries, located to the 
south of Valicia, near the Lamakan region. Because of their 
strict isolation, information about Altin was sparse, even for 
the Lemurians, but Hydros did know that the residents of 
Altin were practically all mercury adepts. Which itself was a 
bit weird, for being so far from the seas. But rumors also 
flourished about some sort of cult deity that provided the 
cities with water. Hydros was unsure how much of the 
rumors were true, but he did know that Altinians harbored 
odd powers. Powers unseen anywhere else. Perhaps they 
created these powers themselves? But how could they? How 
could someone create psynergy? Perhaps the Grand All- 
knowledge the Valicians talked about could create new 
psynergies, but not peop/e. Old Lemurian records actually 
showed that Lemuria had experimented with creating 


psynergies in the distant past. But nevertheless, that Erin 
was here was probably related to his lack of psynergy. 
Perhaps he was cast out? Hydros thought so. If they truly 
relied so much on their psynergies, then, through their own 
logic, the probably couldn't keep a person like Erin. He 
would probably be deemed worthless and then thrown out. 


"Well, are there any others you think would help?" 


"Well... You'd probably want someone affiliated with Mercury, 
right? | don't know much about the whole business, but | 
think your best guess would be the Clan. They don't live in 
town as per se - the elders are part of the Clan too, but the 
rest of the Clan reside right by the lighthouse itself, | think. 
I'm actually not sure? But perhaps you could go look and I'll 
ask around so if they aren't there, then I'm sure I'll know by 
the time you return." 


"That would actually be a great help, and yes of course. | 
should have thought of that myself earlier. | apologize for 
having you help with such an obvious solution." 


"Nonsense! Besides, you paid for your room, so might as well 
use the time you have, right?" 


"Yeah," Hydros said, slightly absentmindedly. His thoughts 
were elsewhere. He recalled more of his nightmare. He 
remembered the robed figures inside the entrance to the 
lighthouse. Where these the mercury clan? And if his 
nightmare really was an omen, did it mean that he would 
encounter some foul thing amidst the clan? 


Hydros hesitated slightly inside his heart, as he stepped out 
of the inn, into the snow and began walking towards the 
Mercury Lighthouse. 


